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LITTLE BETTIE BLUE 
Little Bettie Blue lost her dollykin’s shoe, 
But cry she did not dare. 
Now I'll tell you the rest: She hoped for the best, 


And now has a prettier pair. 
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THE BIRTHDAY PARTY CONTINUED 


AN =| EITHER Royal nor Wee Curtis is here to enter- 

tain you to- -day, so Ye Editor and Blanche will 
have to act as masters of ceremony. My! such 
a crowd as came to bring birthday congratula- 
tions! The Wer Wispom house and yard were both filled, 
and those who came late could only look in and see what 
fun the rest were having. But now it is your turn. 
The prospect is that we are going to have as jolly a time 
and as good entertainment as we had last month. The 
way you rushed in showed how much you appreciated the 
privilege that was offered you to celebrate Wer Wispom’s 
anniversary. 

Ye Editor wants to express her thankfulness and 
satisfaction at your ready response. She feels that a 
little pride on her part is permissible at the bright and 
original way in which her Wees took part in the festiv- 
ities of the day. Wee Wispom is wonderfully pleased that 
nearly all of her old friends have sent traveling expenses 
for another year, besides introducing her to new homes. 
Altogether, this is the most satisfactory anniversary she 
has ever had. All who took part and made their ad- 
dresses plain will receive one or more extra copies of WreE 
Wispom. This has been Ye Editor's reward for her 
pains-taking little contributors. Now you are going to 
be as generous as she is, by passing on the extra copies 
to those who will like the little magazine so well that 
they will provide for its wholesome visits to their homes. 

Wee Wispom radiates all the bright and happy 
things in God’s beautiful world, and so brings to your 
remembrance that you are all God’s dear, blessed chil- 
dren and have a share in all that is wonderful and good 
and true. Why, there is nothing too good to be true! 
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You like fairy tales, because the world is full of the 
marvelous fairy power that waits to do your bidding. 
Always be true to your best, and—would you believe it? 
—the best will always come to you. 

You will like to hear about Wee-Wee Benham’s is- 
land home. Some of the “Wee Wisdom Club” have been 
taking a vacation; Sallie will tell you all about it. Mrs. 
Hardy, it seems, has been waiting for us to get over our 
birthday festivities before she gives us another lesson 
on “Child-Gardening.” You all remember the story of 
the “Treasure-Box”? Well, Miss Shanklin is going to 
tell you some more about Basha. We have several nice 
fairy stories on hand, but there seems not to be room in 
the Wer Wispom housé for all the good things that are 
coming to us. You see, our magazine is small, and we 
can give you only so much every month. We want to 
ask you how we shall fill up our pages. Shall we publish 
all the letters that come, and leave out these pretty 
stories, or shall we print only the very best letters and 
have more room in which to give you the bright fairy 
tales that you all enjoy so much? Tell us what you like. 
If you have any suggestions, give them to us. You are 
growing all the time; don’t you think that Wer Wispom 
should grow along with you, and give you more reading 
.that will keep up with your own progress? 

Ye Editor wants you to be very frank with her in 
this matter, and tell her just what you would like best. 

Ye Epiror. 


The Birthday 


Marvet Lenve 
Wee Wistom’s birthday has come at last; 
It comes once a year. 
Seventeen long years have passed 


Since we first saw her here. 


We all pay her traveling expenses 
To visit our homes far and near. 
We only give her fifty cents 
To travel one whole year. 


\ 
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THE WEE WISDOM CLUB |\W 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER | 


SALLIE WRITES A LETTER 


Vancouver, B. C., August 24th, 1911. 

My very dear friend Nellie—It would be too hard 
a task for me to tell you all the lovely things Lois and I 
are doing up here at Auntie’s. In the first place, you 
know we have our three boy cousins: Archie, who is 
eight; .Hunter three, and baby Stein is nearly a year. 
Our days are full to the brim with auto rides, picnics to 
beautiful Stanley Park—-which, by the way, is said to be 
the most beautiful natural park in America—going to the 
beach, and many more delightful things. Often Auntie 
sends us down town to do some shopping, and I must say 
we have the jolliest times picking out the things for our 
picnic lunches and getting the things we went after. 

Mother and father will be home next month, and 
there is no need of telling you how overjoyed we girls 
will be. They have been gone a year, but it seems ten 
tous. Their last letter was from Hong Kong, and wasn’t 
it wonderful that they found time to hunt up Jane’s 
father? and they all had dinner together at a funny 
Chinese hotel, and they talked all about Jane and us girls, 
and mother said in her letter that Jane’s father is coming 
over to see her before long, and that maybe some time 
Lois and I can go over to China to see Jane when we all 
finish school. Oh, my! doesn’t that seem a long way 
ahead! But Jane’s father has a beautiful home over 
there, and he says he will have to live in China for many 
years to come; and of course as soon as Jane finishes 
school that will be her home too. Some time, Nellie, 
wouldn't it be a “real dream come true” if the whole Wee 
Wisdom Club could go across the Pacific to make Jane a 
visit! I wonder if such glorious things ever happen out- 
side of dreams. 

Mother said in her letter that she and father had not 
vet decided whether or not we would go back to Douglas 
Hall this coming winter, but they would talk it over and 
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decide before they got home. Lois and I do not really 
care much. Of course we want to go back to the dear 
old Hall and all the girls, especially Jane and Minnie; 
but then if we stay home we will have all of the old 
crowd—mother and father and Winnie Winsome in the 
bargain; and do you know, Nellie, although I haven’t 
lived to be so very old, yet I have found out by experience 
that whatever is decided upon is always for the best. I 
have outgrown the habit of worrying for fear I wouldn't 
get what I wanted, as I used to do when I was little. 
You see I’m nearly thirteen now, and I sometimes feel 
as if I have gone through with a lot in my life. 

I was so glad to get your letter and hear all about 
your grandfather’s farm, where you and Wee Winsome 
are spending the summer. Give the darling a hug for me, 
and tell her I am going to bring her the cunningest little 
gold pins for her dress, and Lois has gotten her a little 
English cap for this winter. (My pins aren’t really 
gold, but they are sterling washed with gold, and have 
enameled flowers on them.) 

I haven’t heard a word from Minnie for two weeks; 
but in that letter she said she and her grandfather were 
going to New York for a month, and that she didn’t want 
to go in the least, but she was still trying to please him, 
so she was getting ready without any scolding. 

Lois got a long letter from Jane yesterday, and she 
is having a splendid time with Miss Harshman down at 
Gearhart Park. Miss Harshman and her sister have a 
cottage right on the ridge overlooking the ocean, and there 
are big window seats where one can curl up and watch 
the water for miles out; and in the evening Jane watches 
the lights from North Head lighthouse, and then in the 
south she can see Tillimook light and Seaside. Do you 
remember when Lois and I spent a month at Seaside 
several years ago? we went in March, when the weather 
was rough, and we liked it better than when it is summer. 
Jane said there were several nice little girls living right 
near her, and that they all go in swimming in the tank 
at the hotel. Oh, by the way, I forgot to tell you that 
Leis, Archie, and I are taking swimming lessons from one 
of the best teachers in Vancouver, and we are just learn- 
ing fine. We swim in Kitsilano beach—or I mean we 
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swim in the water at the beach. Jane says she can take 
six strokes without stopping; and I can take ten, and 
Lois can take as many as she wants to. 

You said Kate Bell and the boys had just left for 
their cottage on North Beach; did they go out to see their 
uncle on his farm, as they intended to do when we left? 
If they did they could not have stayed very long. 

Margaret is helping her mother sew, and she likes 
it—for her mother bought her the prettiest clothes if she 
would make them nicely; and so I guess she will be quite 
a lady of fashion when we see her again. Margaret says 
she and Mildred and Willie and Robert have met every 
club day, and—what do you think! they have refresh- 
ments every single time! What do you think of that? 
They say they are spending the summer home so that 
they may “enjoy the simple life’; isn’t that simple in 
itself? Robert’s grandfather wanted him to spend the 
vacation on his ranch, but Robert says the “old man” 
makes him dig potatoes, and doesn’t approve of children 
being paid for their work. So Robert said there was 
“nothing doing” on the ranch idea, so far as he was con- 
cerned. 

My! what a long letter I have written to you, Nellie! 
Did I ever write as long a one before? Never mind, it 
is the last one you will get for many a day, so don’t lose 
patience over it. Drop me a card telling me when you 
and Winnie will be home. Lois and I return next week. 

With a kiss for Winsome and love for yourself, I'll 
close. Lois says to tell you that you can change the bow 
on Winnie’s cap, and put pink ribbon on if you do not 
like the blue. We are awfully anxious to know how 
much duty we will have to pay on those things. 

Good-by! Your loving friend SALLIE. 


A Temple of God 
I’m God’s own little house and heart—- 
A house that walks and talks, you know. 


He sends his life through every part, 


And that’s what makes me laugh and grow.—V. K. 
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OUR ISLAND HOME 


Wee-Wee 


thinking about the birthday party, as others of 
you are doubtless doing now. I glanced at the 
familiar picture on the cover, and noted the 
little figure of the Indian child among the group of glad 
faces of the children greeting the Christ child and listen- 
ing to the wonderful words, “Greater is He that is in 
you, than he that is in the world.” 

In my last contribution, “Ye Editor” suggested that 
I tell Wee Wispom something about our Island Home. 
I think this is a good time to do so. 

You must know that at one time, in the long, long 
ago, ‘our Island Home” was an Indian reserve. The prop- 
erty was granted by the state of Tennessee to one of my 
ancestors, Thomas 
Hopkins by name, 
for valuable  mili- 
tary or government- 
al services rendered 
by him. 

This Thomas 
Hopkins was an 
uncle of my grand- On the Tennessee River at 
father, whose name Hiwassee Island 
was Johns Hopkins 
French. Thomas Hopkins was never married, and my 
grandfather being a favorite son and nephew, heired this 
estate from his mother, Mary Hopkins, who was the 
favorite sister of the said Thomas Hopkins. 

My mother and her sister heired this estate from 
their father; so you see the property of “our Island 
Home” has descended through four generations. my 
brother Dayton and I being the next heirs in order of 
inheritance. 

The name Johns Hopkins is the blending of two 
family names—the Johns family and the Hopkins family 
—both still prominent in Virginia and Tennessee. 


| 
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Johns Hopkins, the founder and liberal endower 
of Johns Hopkins University, was, I am told, an uncle 
of my grandfather who bears his name. Johns Hopkins 
never married; the story is told of him that he “forgot 
his wedding day.” Thus my grandfather became one 
of the three legal heirs to the Johns Hopkins estate, 
which was estimated to be worth fifteen millions. Upon 
the death of Johns Hopkins it was found that he had 
left his entire estate to the Johns Hopkins University, 
Hospital, Medical and Engineering School, Baltimore, 
Maryland. 

My brother Dayton, who is now ready for high 
school, will commence to prepare for college, and will 
finish his course at the Johns Hopkins University. 

Not long ago I found this little newspaper cutting 
pasted in an old scrap-book up in the attic: 

“On November 28th, 1893, Miss Jessie Virginia 
French, of Nashville, Tennessee, was married to Mr. 
Philo Dayton Benham of Chi- 
cago, Illinois. On their return 
from Havana and the Island of 
Cuba, Mr. and Mrs. Benham 
went to reside in Chicago, 
where Mr. Benham’s business 
interests made him prominent 
in the newspaper world, and a 
member of the Press Club of 
Chicago. . . . In 1904, Mr. and 
Mrs. Benham came to Tennes- 

On the Hiwassee River; see. Mr. Benham _ purchased 
Hiwassee Island at the left the other one-half interest in 

the beautiful, productive, and 
historic Hiwassee Island, Mrs. Benham having inherited 
a one-half interest in the valuable estate from her father, 
Col. Johns Hopkins French. The Island, constituting 
Hiwassee Island Farm, is two miles in length, and is 
one and one-quarter miles from shore to shore in the 
widest part. It is irregular in shape, comprises seven 
hundred and forty acres of fertile land, and lies in the 
Tennessee river at its junction with the Hiwassee river. 
Mr. and Mrs. Benham, with their daughter and son, L. 
Virginia French Benham and Philo Dayton Benham, Jr., 
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have located their home on this old ancestral territory, 
which bespeaks for them quietness, peace, and _ pros- 
perity.” 

This newspaper clipping from the local press, at the 
time of our coming here, will show, better than I can tell 
the dear Wisdoms, when and how my father and mother 
came to locate on this island property, “our Island 
Home.” 

In any life of Sam Houston you will no doubt find 
an account of his sojourn, here on the Island with the 
Indians, who were his friends. “Ramsey’s History of 
Tennessee” gives some account of it also, before he rose 
into that prominence that 
elected him, in the year 
1827, Governor of the 
state of Tennessee, and 
afterward of the state of 
Texas. 

The Island has had 
several names. First it 
was called “Jolly’s Is- 
land,” said to have been 
Juvenile farmers, Hiwassee Island so named for a Cherokee 

Indian chief who was 
contemporary with Sam Houston, and a friend of his. 
When we came to this section of Tennessee we found it 
called “French’s Island,” just as it is often referred to 
now as “Benham’s Island.” On the government maps 
my father found it named “Hiwassee Island,’ from the 
Hiwassee river, which flows into the Tennessee near 
the Island’s lowest point; and in the business world it 
is now known as “Hiwassee Island Farm.” 

The evidences of the red man’s reign, and of the 
Mound builders who antedated the Indians, are still to 
be seen here. There is a very large mound at the head 
of the Island, which is said to have been built by the 
Mound builders, who were a larger and more powerful 
race of men than the Indians. It is probably a lookout 
mound, as it commands all the points of possible attack 
from the river. 


(To be continued.) 
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THE BEAUTIFUL STAR 


Frora E. 


In sorting out some old papers and letters I came across 
this story, which I wrote at the age of fourteen years. It was 
treasured up by the dear old auntie with whom I lived. I now 
send it, with plenty of love, to Wee Wispom.—F. E. C. 


One evening after Margaret had had her tea she 
ran out into the garden to find her papa, and to listen 
to all he had to tell her about the stars. Mr. Thomas © 
was an astronomer and Margaret was never tired of hear- 
ing all about the heavenly bodies. Sometimes if she 
were very good her father would allow her a peep 
through his telescope, which was a treat. This evening 
Mr. Thomas was very tired, and was sitting in an easy 
chair out in the cool, enjoying the glorious moonlight. 
When Margaret found him she brought her stool and sat 
alongside of him. 

“Father, do you see that beautiful star shining all 
alone among those tiny ones?” 

“Yes,” replied her father. “Do you know what that 
bright star reminds me of?” 

“No; do tell me,” said the child, gazing with ad- 
miration at the star. 

“It reminds me of a person, little or big, who is 
trying to be true and stand up for the truth.” 

“But how, father?” and her puzzled face plainly 
told her father that she did not understand. 

So he explained: “That bright star shining amid 
all those tiny ones is like somebody who is true and 
faithful to his knowledge of God—good in the midst of 
all the worries and troubles of life, and shining brightly 
so as to lend its brightness to everything around it.” 

“Oh, yes; I understand now. I wonder if any one 
could shine so brightly. It must be so hard.” 

“We can all do our very best, Margaret, and the 
loving heavenly Father doesn’t ask more; but he judges 
each one according to its light. Look at the tiny stars 
—they do the best they can, yet they don't shine as 
strongly as our friend; but think how blank the heavens 
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would be without them. I am sure God is just as pleased 
with them as he is with the bigger ones.” 

“Father, it is so hard to be good,” sighed Margaret 
sadly. 

““Has my little girl ever asked the heavenly Father 
to help her?” asked Mr. Thomas, as he drew his child 
close to him. 

Margaret hung her head and her face grew very 
red; but being an honest little girl, though very much 
ashamed of herself she said, “No.” 

“Ah, my child, that is where so many of us even 
big folks fail—all because we forget to ask God's help! 
He has promised to help all who come and ask him. 
He loves us to come to him, and he has given us all 
power to overcome, and promised us a crown of life. 
Each tiny moment, as it comes, do your duty; so mo- 
ment by moment he will help you, till at last, when you 
kneel at the close of day to pray, you will find how easy 
God has made the long day for you to serve him. Will 
you try?” 

All this time Margaret had been listening to all her 
papa said, and her heart was filled with eagerness to 
try; and when her papa asked lier if she’d try, her heart 
gave a big bound as she replied: “Yes, papa; I’! do 
my best to shine for truth, and if I grow dull you must 
please polish me.” 

“That is right! Try like the stars to shine for every 
one. Don’t get disheartened; remember just to keep on 
and be like the star, that has helped to guide many a 
poor, weary, footsore traveler through the dark night 
home, and for countless ages has stood firm and faithful 
at its post. It is in being true that we grow bright and 
like the Great Master; and it is in keeping on pouring 
out our life in service that we get refilled.” 

As Margaret lay in her bed that night she remem- 
bered all that her papa had said, and you'll be glad to 
know that in future Margaret really did try. 


The Father’s Life that lives in me 
Knows when I work and play; 

Brings sunshine thoughts and makes me free 
And happy all the day. —V. K. 
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DAISY’S DOINGS 


My dear: 

One thing you may have noticed about us, and that 
is, we are a very large family. Of course we did not in- 
tend it so—or rather, I mean, we did not expect to take 
up so much room; but oh, dear! I dare say we will have 
to cover the whole earth before folks find out! We have 
about taken possession of six eastern states, besides our 
colonies in the Northwest, to say nothing of what we 
are doing in foreign countries. Perhaps this letter may 
start people thinking, so that we will not have to be 
quite so persistent! Of course we always intend to grow; 
but it does not seem perfectly polite to occupy the whole 
earth, even though we do have a most important ‘mes- 
sage. I do hope the time will come when people will 
have to see a thing but once in order to grasp its mean- 
ing. Everything has form because it wishes to express 
a thought; and how lovely it will be when one has only 
to see a thing in order to know the thought right away! 
The whole is like a lovely puzzle, and everything in it 
seems to be crying out, “Guess my secret! guess my 
secret!” Dear me! ours is plain enough, and no one 
knows it yet. Now at least six children were here in 
the field yesterday, and each of them plucked one of 
us and pulled off our petals, singing as they did so: 
“He loves me, he loves me not.” Then they laughed so 
merrily and threw our center away without looking at 
it. Now isn’t that just like most people? That which 
is least valuable they notice and talk about, while the 
really important part they miss altogether. It seems so 
discouraging! To think that all the time our golden 
hearts were lying in their hands, waiting to be recog- 
nized, and the only parts they noticed were our little 
white petal-fingers! Of course they are important, for 
they point about on all sides to the other golden hearts 
just like the one within; but the really true part is the 
gold heart itself, and that is why we have made ours so 
large. We want to be sure that you see it. Then our 
petal-fingers direct the way to the others lying every- 
where; for— 
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“Everything has a heart of gold; 
Everything has a heart of gold. 
Blind eyes may have refused to see, 
But all have a heart of gold like me!” 


Maybe you think not; but just look a long, long 
time. Sometimes it is hidden away down deep, and 
sometimes it doesn’t even show at all; but it has to be 
there, for the golden heart is the seed. It is the part 
that lives when the flower is faded. You know it is not 
comfortable growing in the ice and snow of winter; and 
so our petals drop off and our stem grows brown and 
dry—but our golden heart lives! After a time a kind 
wind comes and all the parts are scattered abroad; and 
then we nestle close to the earth until the spring. Then 
it is, that wherever our golden heart has rested, another 
daisy springs up, with another golden heart. It is always 
the heart that lives. The real part of every flower, and 
of every person, and of every thing lives and blooms 
again and again. The outer form may fall away, but 
the heart abides; and for this reason we must not give 
so much attention to the outside. That might not be 
altogether true; but if we once catch a glimpse of the 
gold inside, we have seen the real. 

That is just how it was with Billy Blackwell. Peo- 
ple were always seeing the outside of him, at first. Little 
Billy just grew—so people said. No one knew much 
about him; at least not much that was good. They 
knew about his parents: they were bad, and had been 
in prison, it was rumored; also, Billy came from a 
Home; and this was how he happened to be living with 
Mr. Grange on the farm. Mr. Grange was old and sel- 
dom smiled; and Billy was timid and quiet and frec- 
kled-faced, and people knew so much about him that 
was not good, that somehow everything Billy did do was 
wrong, and everything he did not do was wrong. Billy 
never had any one to stand up for him, and he was too 
much afraid of Mr. Grange to stand up for himself; 
consequently people called him “that bad Billy Black- 
well.” 

Of course I knew better; but what can a little 
Daisy do, when people neither see nor understand? I 
knew that it was Bad Billy Blackwell who chopped all 
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of Widow Nelson’s wood and carried it in for her. 
Black-eyed Susan saw him do it, and told me. I saw 
him helping crippled Joe home with his market basket, 
and last Fall, when he had earned fifty cents for gath- 
ering chestnuts, I knew that he hesitated a little while 
one night in his room, deciding whether he should buy 
the mittens he needed so badly, or put the money in the 
thank-offering envelope his Sunday school teacher had 
given him; but he put it into the envelope, and Lady 
Marguerite told me a tear came into her eye when he 
did it, for she was right there in the button-hole of his 
coat, and she said that she thought Bad Billy Blackwell 
was a dear boy. However, Miss Devoe, his school 
teacher, did not think so when Mary Eileen lost her 
brand-new silver quarter and it was found in Billy 
Blackwell’s geography. Billy did not know how it got 
there, and said so; but he looked so frightened that the 
teacher did not believe him. And since he was known 
to be a bad boy anyway, why, of course it was a per- 
fectly plain case of theft, and of course he was sent 
home from school with a note to Mr. Grange, in which 
the teacher said he could not come back for one week. 
I do not like to say what Mr. Grange did when he read 
the note; but anyway, a poor freckled-faced little boy 
cried himself to sleep that night, with the sheet stuffed in 
his mouth so it wouldn’t sound out loud! 

The week was almost out, when one evening Ger- 
ald Dean came over to Mr. Grange’s house. His head 
was hanging very low when he came in, and he could 
hardly more than whisper the words: 

“I took Mary Eileen’s quarter—and it was my 
geography that was in your desk, for I put it there— 
and I’m so ashamed—and you knew it was mine—and 
you never told! and I can’t stand it any longer—and 
you're a brick, Billy Blackwell!” 

Gerald was crying, and Billy was standing still and 
white, and Mr. Grange turned his face away very 
quickly. A bowl of us Daisies was on the table, and we 
saw it all. In a few minutes Mr. Grange put his hand 
on Billy’s shoulder and said: “I’m proud of you, my 
boy.” Then he said to Gerald, “It’s a manly thing to 
tell the truth, especially when it takes courage to do so.” 
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They all stood there very quiet for a little while. I could 
not do a thing but whisper to the other Daisies, “Did 
you see all the golden hearts? Billy's, and Gerald’s, and 
Mr. Grange’s?”’ 

And just guess what Billy got the next day? A new 
blue suit with long pants; and he is to have the very 
next little red calf! And just guess what everybody 
knows? Why, somehow every one knows now about 
the market basket that Billy carried home for crippled 
Joe; and about who chopped Widow Nelson’s wood; 
and about the mittens Billy didn’t buy—only he is to have 
them next Christmas, for Miss Devoe said so. And 
somehow Billy Blackwell isn't bad any more! Doesn't 
it seem queer? 

Oh, dearie, look deep for the golden heart! 

Your very loving Daisy, 
of Delaware. 

P. S.—.Mistress Hollyhock has a message for you 

very soon. 


2 
TREASURE-BOX | 


Octavia SHANKLIN 
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Synopsis of “Treasure-Bow.” 


Walin and Basha were two maidens who dwelt on the 
shore of the sea. Tradition had promised that some day a 
ship would bear to the white sands of their shore a Princess, 
beautiful, good, and great, who would bestow upon some per- 
son a gift of value. 

They watched long for the coming of this ship, and won- 
dered who would receive the royal gift. They gathered and 
heaped in idle play the brightly colored pebbles and gems that 
strewed the sands, while they talked and watched for the ship 
—Walin full of faith, Basha always in doubt. At last the 
looked-for ship and Princess came, and she bestowed upon 
each maiden a dark wooden steel-bound box, and spoke these 
words: 

“I give according to my wisdom, my love, and my greatness.” 

Great was Basha’s disappointment to find only a written 
note in her box, with the instruction—“Maiden, I bestow upon 
you my gift, these words: The treasures of life are not given. 
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They are found by seeking. In the chest you are to place each 
day the choicest gem you find. Store no false jewel. When 1 
return, come before me adorned with the treasure you have 
garnered. * I give according to my wisdom, my love, and my 
greatness. Farewell.” 

Although Walin’s box contained the same instruction, she 
received it with joy and diligently followed it. Basha suited 
her own pleasure in complying with the demands of the Prin- 
cess. When the time came for the return of the boat, Walin 
appeared before the Princess adorned with the many gems 
which the jewel-smith had skillfully wrought into beautiful 
decorations, while Basha’s few gems made only a little chain 
about her neck. The Princess said to Walin, “You loved and 
obeyed in my absence; you shall love and share in my presence. 
Come!” And so Walin was taken aboard the white-sailed ship, 
and Basha was left behind on the sands, where we find her in 
the beginning of our story. 

The night gathered around Basha, but still she stood 
looking toward the west, where the ship with Walin, her 
friend, had vanished. The tide was running out, as if 
the waters, too, would desert her to follow Walin and the 
princess. A chill wind smote upon her face, the silence 
of the sands beat upon her ears. A cloud rose out of the 
sea and closed.in upon her. There was no sky, no sea, 
no cliff; there were no sands. 

Basha turned back upon the beach and cast herself 
upon the earth. Her soul was hard within her and she 
refused to think kindly of the princess. Even Walin 
she thought upon as one who had left the sands for a new 
estate, one which she, Basha, could not enter into. She 
did not look upon this as an act of friendship, and for 
a season she scorned Walin. Unclasping the chain she 
had that morning placed around her neck, she flung the 
ornament from her. 

“So let them pass from my life,” she said. “So 
remove the one who cheated me of my companion; so 
vanish the one I have called friend.” 

The hours passed, and the tide began to creep back. 
The maiden heard the soft whispers of the little waves 
that came slipping in from the thousand-leagued plains 
of the sea. The breeze stirred, cold and dank. The 
pressure of an unbroken darkness was upon her, and in 
the stillness of other things the little voiced waves spoke 
to her words she had never before heard them use. They 
told her of what had been, what might have been, and 
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what never would be. They whispered of losses, they 
murmured of neglect, they boldly spoke of selfishness. 
Through all their speech one word ran, in a manner like 
a thread holds the beads strung upon it, and this word 
running on and on in lifeless, senseless, wearying mono- 
tone, was, 

“Gone—gone—gone—” 

Without knowing that the name was upon her lips, 
Basha sat up, saying, 

“Walin!” 

The name frightened her. The waves hushed at 
hearing her voice, the unresponding silence flung back 
its empty stillness, and she felt the word go out like a 
wandering soul in an alien world. After a time, when 
the name had passed far into the darkness, the waves 
again took up their story, and through its three-natured 
accusation ran the monotone, 

“Gone—gone—gone—” 

Shivering from the cold without and the desolation 
within, Basha arose, and feeling her way by familiar 
boulders, groped homeward. Here she could shut out 
the wave whispers. Here the blazing driftwood ingle 
should dispel the fog. Here the lonely word “Walin!” 
going on and on through the night, might not call to her 
with unavailing sobs of heartsick separation. Here was 
home! 

She entered. The house was in darkness. The 
driftwood embers were sinking into the pallor of ashes. 
Even the crickets under the stone did not welcome her 
with their voices. 

The maiden stretched her body upon the bed and 
slept. Deeply, dreamlessly her thoughts were wafted 
before the weariness and sorrow of the day, and sweet 
Mother Nature poured upon her the healing balm of 
forgetfulness. It was not until the sun stood high above 
the sands that she awoke. Still not remembering, she 
lay smiling in the thought of the hours to come, when 
with Walin she would search or play or race. A bird 
sang without. The crisp air blew aside the draperies 
of her windows. She must not linger; Walin would 
wait for her down at the sands. 

Basha sprang up. The strangeness of having slept 
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in her day clothes startled her. Why? How had things 
changed? 

Her thoughts turned swiftly backward. She re- 
membered the silent, unlit fireplace, the darkness of the 
beach. Then the wave voices rolled in upon her memory, 
drumming, 

“Gone—gone—gone—” 

Now swiftly, terrible, the events of the yesterday 
reeled through her brain, and the maiden remembered. 
Walin! Walin was gone, and she, Basha, could not hope 
to see her again! 

When the sudden north wind bears its blighting 
frosts upon the tender plant there is a shock, followed 
by weariness and despair. The plant falls in rest, wait- 
ing upon the time when the life that is in it shall spring 
up in newness of joy at its own strength to be and to 
accomplish. Like the frost upon the plant, the remem- 
brance of Walin’s departure descended upon Basha, 
freezing the warmth within her. The strength went out 
of her limbs and she sank upon the floor, weeping as 
one from whose life the sun of gladness has been forever 
blotted out. 

Walin! Walin was gone! The thought swept 
through her, leveling pride, resentment, and self-justifi- 
cation. It set the stamp of reproach upon her own indo- 
lence; it left the princess unaccused; it glorified her 
friend in the patient faith that had refused to yield one 
iota of its integrity even in the face of well-argued 
doubts. Now that the full meaning of the change held 
her in its unpitying reflections, Basha was more stern 
with herself than she had been with the princess and 
Walin; more lenient with the princess and Walin than 
she had been with herself in all the hours of her indif- 
ference, when she might have gathered gems but chose 
to idle. 

When her grief had wept itself away, Basha arose. 
She bathed her body and put on fresh raiment, wearing 
the dress Walin loved. She carefully brushed and 
braided her hair; Walin had so often praised its glossy 
beauty. She pinned upon her bosom a rose, such as 
Walin had said was like Basha’s cheeks for color. These 
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things she did, thinking of Walin. She said, “I will 
make myself as she loved to see me.” 

She did not go to the sands that day. Two times 
she started, but when her feet were upon the path that 
lay between the boulders, a weariness came upon them 
and she. could not move beach-ward. She feared the 
message of the sea—so changed since yesterday. She 
shrank like one at whom a blow is aimed, when she 
thought of the beach that lacked Walin. 

Basha went into the garden and walked about. She 
plucked away dead leaves from the plants; she gave 
water to a tendril that was athirst; she dug about the 
roots of a small sapling that was finding the earth too 
hard. When night came she tried again to go to the 
beach, thinking to accustom herself to the loneliness; but 
the hollow voice of the breakers grieved her and the 
long, whistling sound of the wind among the boulders and 
in the trees terrified her. It was not until noon of the 
second day that she could command the strength that 
would carry“her body to the place where she had daily 
met her friend, and where she could not hope to meet 
her again. 

As she walked along she came upon the little neck- 
lace, and her soul sickened. She put a hand over her 
eyes and hurried by. Her steps led toward the castle, 
but when the gray walls rose before her it was as if the 
fairies had deserted their abode, and hollowness mocked 
her. She turned from the castle and found her eyes 
ranging the sands for the intent figure of Walin, search- 
ing, searching. The unbroken beach shimmered in the 
sunlight. She was alone. Walin was gone. 

With trembling steps she again sought her home. 
That night she did not sleep. She piled the fireplace 
high with driftwood and sat before its odor-breathing 
flames. She thought of the letter the princess had left 
in the box. 

“The treasures of life are not given. They are 
found by seeking.” So had the princess declared, and 
now Basha thought of the letter in a new way. She saw 
that the princess had given all that even a princess could 
give; that she had not said the time would come in 
which the maidens must cease to prepare for her. 
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“If she comes not again may I not follow her 
thither?” Basha asked; and at the question a great joy 
came upon her. Then she said, speaking of Walin: 

“I will make myself as she will love to see me.” 


(To be Continued) 


(78 EPISTLES 


Manhattan, Kans. 
Dear Were Wisvox—As I haven't written to you for so 
long I will write. I have taken your nice little paper for about 
a year and a half, and like everything in it better all the time. 
The little flower letters are so sweet, and teach so many beau- 
tiful lessons. I like the little “Wee Wisdom Club” too. I was 
glad to hear about little Curtis, and will send love to him and 
his mother and all the other Wees. Well, hoping I will be in 

time for the Birthday party, I am your loving Wee, 
Mildred Powers. 


Alameda, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wistom—As your birthday is near at hand, I 
too wish to send hearty greetings and wishes for a happy and 
prosperous year, and hope you may visit many new little Wees 
who have never heard of you before; for I know that they 
too will love your visits. Every month I love to receive you, 
because you are full of love and good cheer. I have been at- 
tending the Home of Truth Sunday school since I was a baby, 
here in Alameda. I love my Sunday school teachers, and also 
‘dear Miss Rix. I am nine years of age and in the high fourth 
grade. With love to all the dear Wees, I remain your little 

friend, Wilma Werner. 


Alameda, Cal. 
Dear Were Wistoi—We are having our vacation now. 
Every month we get the Wee Wisrom. I am so glad to get 
it, I can hardly wait. I heard your birthday is coming soon. 
I send you cheerful greetings and hope you will have a happy 
year. I love to go to Sunday school. I am having a joyful 
time. My little brother is having a good time with his new 
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buggy; I take him out every day in it. His name is Harry 
Rix. Miss Rix of the Home of Truth is his godmother. He 
will be two years young on the tenth of July. I have another 
little brother, four years young. He too goes to Sunday school, 
with my sister Wilma and myself. His name is John, but we 
call him Jack. My older brother is grown now; he and sister 
Etta used to go to Sunday school. Now they attend the ser- 
vices Sunday. We all love the Truth, for we feel its blessings. 
Love to all the dear Wees. Lovingly, Elizabeth Werner. 


Ballston, Va. 
Dear Were Wispom—My vacation began in May. I am 
transferred to the third grade. We live near Washington, 
D. C. Sometimes we go down to the Potomac Drive to hear 
the Marine Band play. One day we saw Mrs. Taft in her auto, 
and President Taft came riding up on a beautiful horse. He 
looked jolly. We like to go out to the Zoo and up to the top 
of the Washington Monument. We have a large maple tree 
at home, with a swing under it. I wish all the little Wees 
could come out to see me and my little sisters. Next time I 
will tell you about my pet hen, and send you her picture. I 
am going to say, like Buzzy, “I love everybody and everybody 
loves me.” Ruby C. McGrew. 


Dickenson, Texas. 
Dear Mrs. Blanche Haseltine—I have read your Corner 
in Wee Wispom and like it very much. I saw in July where a 
baby was born to you, and in August his picture. It is such 
a pretty baby, and I would love to see him. We have a baby 
at our house, born on May 30th, 1911, and we all think she 
looks like your baby boy. Her name is Alice Gertrude. I 
have a brother who will be nine in September, and I am eleven 
years old. We live on a farm; my papa has a nursery. Mrs. 
Vernordale sent my name in to Wee Wispom, so ain’t I a 
little Wee? I was asking my mamma, and she said I might 
ask you. I will send you a picture of my little sister Alice 

when I get one taken. From Frankie Hobson. 
[Yes, Frankie, you are certainly a Wee Wisdom. We 
would like to have baby Alice’s picture. Let us hope that some 


day the two babies will see each other; and we can just 
imagine how they will smile—Brancue.] 


Pelican, La. 
Dear Wec—I have a little nest and a little bird in it. One 


| 
| 


WEE WISDOM . 23 


little bird nest was in a tree and three little birds in it. It 
was mighty sweet for them to do that. 
Wee Ezelle Robertson. 


[We appreciate Wee Ezelle’s little letter, composed and 
printed all by herself. What if some of the d’s and the r’s did 
get bashful and turn their backs? they'll get over it when she 
writes again. To make up for them, some of the n’s were so 
happy to make a visit to Wee Wisvom that they actually stood 
on their heads.—Fd.| 


Berkeley, Cal. 
Dear Were Wisnom—I will be six years old September 
29th. Mamma has to guide my hand, as I cannot write. 1 
will go to school next Monday. I am so glad to start to school. 
Thank you for the Buzzy story; it was nice, and Buzzy such 
a cute name. I enjoy the “Wee Wisdom Club” so much, I 
will send you some poetry I just made up: 
Love ye God and love ye neighbor, 
Love ye Jesus Christ our Savior. 
With love to all the Wee Wisdoms, 
From Justine McCaslin. 
Please put my poem in Wee Wispom. 


Graham, Wash. 
Dear Were Wispom—I have not written you for a long 
time. I like to read the “Wee Wisdom Club” and the Epistles. 
I am sending your traveling expenses for another year. I like 
you so much, I could not do without you. With love to all the 
Wees, Topelius Lindberg. 


Plummer, Idaho. 

Dear Wee Wisvom—lI like you very much. Mamma reads 
the little letters to me, for it takes me so long. I am almost 
seven years old. My birthday is the 24th of August, the same 
month as yours. I used to live at Spokane, Wash. As soon as 
school was out, mamma and I came up here with papa in the 
woods to spend my vacation. I am having a nice time, but 
the mosquitoes are bad. We live in a tent. Papa is going to 
build a house out of logs. One day he saw a bear and two 
little ones. I saw the footprints in the mud where they got 
a drink. I have a pet hen; she is all white. I call her “Pet.” 
We have three other hens, and one has eight little ones. They 
are so cute I have lots of fun with them. They like me to feed 
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them; they eat out of my hand. I have a sister; she sent 
you to me, and the Unity to mamma. In four weeks she will 
be here, and then we will have a nice time. Papa made me 
a nice swing; I can go high when some one pushes me. We 
have had some very pretty flowers. The roses are all gone; 
they were so fragrant. We have beautiful ferns, and so many 
of them; I wish I could send one to all the Wees. I would 
like to see Wee Curtis, for I dearly love babies. I send lots 
of love to him, his mamma and papa, and all the Wees. 
Donna Trine. 


Cleveland, Ohio, 
Dear Were Wistom—We live near Brookside Park, in 
Cleveland, Ohio. It is about five minutes’ walk from our 
house. We take a short cut down a hill, for the park is in a 
valley. The park has a nice Zoo, the main attraction of which 
is Minnie the elephant. She gives the children a ride every 
afternoon except on Sundays. The park has a brook flowing 
through it and is surrounded by beautiful trees. I inclose 
traveling expenses for another year for Wee Wisvom. I will 
be delighted if you will send me Volume I. Thanking you in 
advance, I wish you a happy birthday. 
Your loving Wee, Marian Merchant. 
Hardy, Nebr. 
Dear Wee Wistom—Here it is your birthday again. 1 
want to appear at your birthday party, and as long as I can- 
not come I will send you a letter, wishing you a happy birth- 
day. Wish I could see little Wee Curtis. I know that he must 
be sweet, for he has such a good, dear mamma. I wonder what 
all the Wees have been doing this summer, it has been so warm. 
I went to the river several times, wading; had a fine time, too. 
We live just three miles from the Republican River. 
Your loving little Wee, Marcia E. Bates. 
Evanston, Ill. 
Dear Wees—I want to tell you about our new school where 
I am: going next fall. It is now being built a block from our 
house, and I and my brother Webster have lots of fun watching 
the workmen build the school. The school I went to before 
was about a mile away, so my brother and I and the other 
boys and girls around here had a long walk four times a day. 
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It will be much easier for us all this fall. My new teacher’s 
name is Miss Garry, and I will be in the fifth grade when 
school opens. I am ten years old and my brother Webster is 
seven. He will be in the second grade. I like to read the let- 
ters from the other Wees, and hope you will print this. 

Your loving Wee, Russell Otis. 


Camp Crook, S. Dak. 
Dear Wisntom—lI will send 
you a little verse and picture of 
myself for Wee Wispom’s birthday. 
I have been taking you for over a 
year; I like you very much. I am 
going to summer school now. I 
am twelve years old, and will enter 
the eighth grade this winter. I 
live in Montana, and Ruth, my 
sister, takes pictures of the beav- 
tiful scenery and Bad Lands. I 
will send you a picture some time. 
Wishing Wee Wispom a_ happy 

birthday, Yours truly, 
Marvel Lende. 


(Marvel’s verses are on page 4.) 
Marvel Lende 


Logan, Utah. 
Dear Wee Wistom—This is the second time I have written 
to you. I have taken you for over a year, and I couldn’t do 
without you. Each month I look eagerly for your coming, and 
I hope I can take you always—which I think I can. We have 
a flower garden; we have sweet peas, poppies, morning-glories, 
and over twenty rose bushes. Well, I will write to you another 
time. With love to all the Wees, 
Your little Wee, | Phyllis Barnden (ten years young). 


Logan, Utah. 
Dear Wet Wisnox—lI am going to tell you about my home. 
We live on Canyon Road, which leads to Logan Canyon. There 
is a hill in front of our house, and it is lovely and green. Every- 
thing where we live is very green. There are some large trees 
near our place, and there are mountains all around us; and 
we get the canyon breeze, which makes it cooler than it would 
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be. There is lots of travel all the time, and it is quite dusty. 
We have a fine vegetable garden and lots of flowers. We have 
a little canary and his name is Jed. He is very tame, and I 
don’t know what we would do without him. We have had him 
almost six years. I guess I will close, as I will take up more 
room than I ought to. Hoping all the Wees are well, 
A loving Wee, Luella Barnden,. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Were Wisvom—I want you to visit me another year, 
I enjoy you so much. I am ten years old, and get along very 
well at school. I am having such a good time during my va- 
cation, but still P’'ll be very glad when school starts again. I 
passed for fifth grade. Inclosed find fifty cents for the trav- 
eling expenses for Wee Wispom, and ten cents for her birth- 
day. With love to all the other little Wees, 
Very lovingly, Edna Gauger. 
[Wee Wispom is delighted to visit Edna another year, and 
thanks her for the extra birthday offering —Ed.]| 


OT) 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS - 


Lesson 10, September 3 
REVIEW 


Golden Text: “Depart from evil, and do good; seek peace, 
and pursue it.”—Psa. 34: 14. 


This is review Sunday, and it would be well for each of us 
to go back and pick out the thought in each lesson, which we 
can use in our own lives. The Golden Text to-day is a good 
one. First it says, “Depart from evil;” that is, search your 
minds and find out all the untrue or shadow thoughts which do 
not belong there, and drive them out. Then “do good.” Fill 
your minds full of true thoughts and you can’t do anything but 
good. “Seek peace, and pursue it.” We all want peace. We 
don’t like strife, anger, or discontent, do we? How can we 
find peace? Do you remember studying about Jerusalem, the 
“City of Peace”? Where is this city? It is right within each 
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of us. We can get there by being still and declaring, “I am 
God’s peaceful, harmonious child.” After awhile we will begin 
to feel so quiet and balanced. That is what the text means 
about seeking peace. If we once get established in the “City 
of Peace” within, we will never lack health, life, or joy again. 


Lesson 11, September 10 
DANIEL AND HIS COMPANIONS.—Dan. 1: 8-20. 


Golden Text: “It is good neither to eat flesh, nor to drink 
wine, nor anything whereby thy brother stumbleth.”—Rom. 
14: 21. 

The lesson to-day is about Daniel. We have all heard about 
him, and the wonderful things he did. The story to-day tells 
how Daniel and his three companions did not eat the meat, nor 
drink the wine which the great king Nebuchadnezzar sent to 
them. They were temperate in their eating and drinking, and 
at the end of the time the king had said he would bring them 
in, they were stronger and their brains were clearer than those 
of the men who had eaten the king’s meat and partaken of the 
wine. 

This is another lesson on temperance. It goes to prove 
that those people who do not overeat or drink, who are tem- 
perate in all things, are. the healthiest, happiest, and sanest. 
If we hold this thought—‘I am guided ‘by infinite love and 
wisdom,” and say it over every day, we will not overdo things. 
We will do just the right thing at the right time, and like 
Daniel and his friends, we will be wise and healthy and strong. 


Lesson 12, September 17 
DANIEL’S COMPANIONS IN THE FIERY FURNACE. 
—Dan. 3: 13-28. 


Golden Text: “The Lord is my helper, and I will not fear 
what man shall do unto me.”—Heb. 13: 6. 


Fear—or, rather, lack of fear—is the subject of to-day’s 
lesson. Last Sunday we read about Daniel and three com- 
panions who did not eat nor drink of the king’s rich fare, and 
who were the better for it. To-day we hear another experience 
of the three companions of Daniel. The same king—Nebuchad- 
nezzar—wanted them to worship his golden images, and be- 
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cause they would not, had them cast into a furnace; but be- 
cause they did not fear, they were not burned. 

To be afraid is so unreasonable. We know, don’t we, that 
the Christ within us is more powerful than anything else? 
Then if we let ourselves be guided by this Voice inside, nothing 
can hurt us. We say “God is good and God is all;” then if 
the good is all there is, what is there to be afraid of? We are 
the children of the Almighty God, made in his image and like- 
ness. No outside thing can harm us. Let us remember this, 
and no matter how terrifying appearances are, let us have no 
fear. Remember, “There is nothing to fear, for God is here.” 


Lesson 13, September 24 
DANIEL IN THE LIONS’ DEN.—Dan. 6: 10-23. 


Golden Text: “The angel of the Lord encampeth round 
about them that fear him, and delivereth them.”—Psa. 34: 7. 


“Daniel in the lions’ den.” How familiar it sounds. We 
have all heard the story, haven’t we? How the king had com- 
manded that for a certain number of days no man pray to 
any god or make supplication to any man save him. Daniel 
prayed to God just as he had always done, and for this he 
was cast into a den of lions, and a stone put over the opening 
and sealed down. The next morning the king went to the den. 
Instead of finding that the lions had devoured Daniel, he found 
him whole and sound, without a scratch on his body. 

Now the reasons the lions did not eat Daniel were these: 
First, he was not afraid; and second, he had no hate in his 
heart—nothing but love. If Daniel had been afraid, the lions 
would have eaten him. We said last Sunday that only the 
good was true, and there was nothing to fear. That is true; 
but if we keep on being afraid, we create out of the shadows 
the very thing we are afraid of, and give it power to hurt us. 

Then Daniel had love in his heart. He did not even hate 
the king, who had him cast into the den. If Daniel had been 
holding thoughts of hate, the lions would have given him hate 
for hate; but since his heart was full of love, they were sub- 
dued and gentle. 

The lesson for us in this is, keep our hearts full of love, and 
we will get nothing but love from the whole world. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THE STORY THE WINDMILL TOLD 


The old Windmill had 
tumbled down, and though 
he was not dead, he was so 
disabled that he would never 
work again. Noticing a 
queer look in his eye, I 
stooped beside him. “You 
did it yourself,” I whispered 
accusingly. “You were not 
knocked over; you just fell 
because you wanted to.” 

“Yes, I did,’ he ac- 
knowledged wearily; “‘and if 
you will sit down on that 
stone over there and be quiet, I will tell you why. It 
may do you good.” 

I sat down, and the Windmill went on. 

“T have been thinking for some years that my way 
of working was not just right; but I didn’t know exactly 
what was wrong, so I kept on going. The last few 
months I have been getting more and more dissatisfied, 
and yesterday, all in a flash, I discovered what was 
wrong. I was creaking away as usual, when Sally— 
you know Sally who lives over there in the red house? 
Well, she came out and sat down near me. Her eyes 
were red, and she kept saying over and over: ‘I am not 
angry. No outside thing can control or move me. I am 
guided by the Spirit of Love and Wisdom within me.’ 

“After a while a smile spread over her face, and she 
got up and ran away. But I had learned the truth at last. 
I was controlled by something outside. I was dependent 
on the wind for all that I was or could do. I was: not 
living in the true way, and so I stopped.” The Windmill 
gave one last creak, and said no more. 

But I sat there on that stone for an hour or more, 
with my chin in my hands, and thought. I wondered 
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whether I was living the true or the false way. Did I 
always follow the guidance of the loving Spirit within 
me, or was I sometimes guided by unreal things? 

Did I let anger or envy control me? I began to be 
a bit uneasy, as I realized how often I let outside things 
rule me. Then another little thought crept into my brain. 
Sometimes I did not feel quite well. Surely that was no 
fault of mine! but down inside of me a tiny Voice said: 

“If you always let the Christ within guide you, and 
never allowed any unreal thoughts to move or control 
you, then you would never lack health; for the Spirit 
within vou is all health, life, joy, and love.” 

When at last I left my seat on the stone. and 
stretched and started down the toad toward home, I had 
decided this much: If I had not been living up to the 
best I knew, I would begin right away to do it. Every 
morning when I woke up I would say, “The Christ 
within me directs my every thought, word, and deed. 

And bécause I thought perhaps some of the Wees 
would be helped as I have been with the lesson of the 
old Windmill, I have passed it on to you. 


A Riddle 


I know some little folks as sweet 

As any you would care to meet; 
They live outdoors in rain and sun, 
Till Jack Frost nips them every one. 


They have the dearest faces, quite, 
That ever looked up to the light; 
They have the softest, truest eyes, 
That may be found beneath the skies. 


Each darling wears a velvet gown; 
There’s none so lovely in the town. 
Some choose the violet, gold, or blue, 
And some prefer another hue. 


In many colors they are dressed: 

Some grave, some gay, as God thinks best. 

And now that I have gone so far, 

Will you not tell me who they are? 
—Selected by Cecil Wager. 
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A Thought for September 


“Beautiful faces are those that wear— 
It matters little if dark or fair— 
Whole-souled honesty printed there. 
Beautiful eyes are those that show, 
Like crystal panes where earth fires glow, 
Beautiful thoughts that burn below.” 
—Selected. 


@@ IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotcen to invite Wee Wispom tocontinue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 

* * of * * 
1, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 


and I will fill their treasuries. 


| 
| 
| 


Here Is God 
Veida Wood, aged fifteen years 


On a path all blocked with darkness, 
Searching for the Promised Land, 

Hungry, lonely, hopeless, dying, 
Struggles thus the soul of man; 


Searching for a place called “heaven,” 
Where all burdens take their flight; 

Seeking for a One called “Savior,” 
Who is everlasting Light. 


So the weary feet press onward: 
All the earth has felt their tread, 

Heard the hungry voices crying 
For a Savior, to be led. 


They ne’er stop in their long journey, 
To think where this good might be. 
They but say, “Tis far, far from us,” 
And on they go, from sea to sea. 


Ah! lonely world and hungry people, 
What did th’ good, great Master say? 

“Suffer, die, and you will find me’? 
Or, “Here am I, the Truth, the Way’’? 


“Here.” Did the Master mean below us, 
Or in the great, blue sky above, 
We should find the place called “heaven” ; 
We should find Joy, Peace, and Love? 
No. For in the holy pages 
Whispers that sweet voice once more, 
“God and heaven are within thee; 
Brethren, knock ye at the door.” 


Ah! if souls would only listen 
To His words so pure and true, 
Heavy burdens would be lifted, 


Pain and sickness claim but few. 


Broken hearts would beat with gladness, 
Happy smiles would dry each tear; 
We would see but God in others. 
Evil then would disappear. 


So to hearts worn out with searching— 
God is at thy left and right; 

Take his yoke, for it is easy; 
Take his burdens—they are light. 


